ADDRESS 

BROTHERS, 

On  Leaving  their  Field  of  Labour  for  the  Camp  of  Israel, 

FEBRUARY  15th,   U 


KUmamock. 
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Farewell !  beloved  of  the  Lord,  farewell — 

In  Scotland's  name,  a  Scot,  would  dare  to  tell 

How  much  we've  prized  your  labours  since  you  came, 

Though  now  you  leave  for  lands  of  brighter  fame 

Where  truth,  and  love — eternal  as  the  spheres — 

Shall  wield  the  sceptre,  through  unnumber'd  years. 

Farewell  1  but  oh  !  one  lasting  boon  I  crave, 

Remember  Scotland,  and  her  sons — so  brave — 

So  poor — so  hardy  ;  and  withal — so  true  ! 

That  they  could  wish  to  live,  and  die  with  you : 

Pardon  the  feeling  if  too  fondly  sung — 

Tou  gave  the  sentiments  that  move  the  tongue — 

The  Genii's  breath  !  the  life-pulse;  and  the  flow 

Of  heav'n-born  truths,  that  freemen  only  know ; 

And  you  in  Zion  can  that  succour  yield 

To  gath'ring  clansmen,  when  they  take  the  field. 

Yes,  Brothers  Richards,  when  you're  far  away. 

We'll  court  your  friendship,  and  a  chieftain's  stay. 

Oh  1  mark  the  motto  of  our  nation's  pride — 

The  full-blown  thistle  on  your  bonnet's  side  ; 

Your  Tartan  plaids,  in  Gaelic  costume  tell 

Of  lands  where  Ossian  sung — brave  Wallace  fell ! 

Where  daring  men  for  independence  bled — 

Nor  Roman  power — nor  Saxon  foeman  sped. 

Land  of  immortal  bards  !  and  martyrs  brave, 

That  tyrants  awed,  but  never  could  enslave  ! 

And  where  the  watchword,  Freedom  !  still  inspires 

Her  sons,  to  imitate,  their  noble  Sires. 

Yet,  milder  words,  dear  Brothers,  are  your  due, 

We  know  you'll  pardon,  what  we  can't  subdue. 

Still,  Scotland  !  like  the  Lion,  from  her  mane 

Would  shake  the  dew  !  her  freedom  to  regain. 

In  parting  thus,  from  Scotland,  we'd  implore 

Your  kindly  int'rest  on  your  native  shore. 

Accept  in  words  a  nation's  warmest  love — 

While  coupled  actions,  ample  .ritness  prove 

How  much  we've  loved  you,  and  icill  love  you  still, 

Though  wisdom  whispers,  "  Do  your  Master's  will." 

Ten  thousand  Saints  their  throbbing  hearts  will  raise 

To  heav'n's  high  King,  to  bless  your  future  days, 

And  safely  guard  you  in  that  happy  home 

Where  gathered  milliojis,  shout,  the  kingdoms  come  I 

And  wives,  and  sires,  recount  your  honours  won. 

And  bless  your  names,  as  Husband,  Father,  Son  1 

Accept  these  presents,  which  our  licarts  record 

To  Brother  Brigham,  Lion  of  the  Lord  ! 

The  Twelve  1  and  all  good  Saints  who  do  ua  know ; 

And  last,  not  least,  for  us,  Kiss,  Sister  Snow  I 

Tell  them  though  darkness  broods  around, — the  while 

"  Star  "-light  still  sparkles,  in  this  sunset  isle. 

By  which  tlie  Saints,  still  Zion-ward  are  led, 

And  mourn  no  more,  a  living  Spencer,  dead  ! 

Farewell  I  and  while  you  rise  in  Godlike  fame, 

Well  ever  pray,  for  blessings  on  your  name. 


Lton. 
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